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_“If Poor Papa had not been an eminent ‘ littérateur,’ he would have blossomed into a second Euison. His latest invention ie a Motor-Car, which he 
maintains is superior to all others. It was distinctly unfortunate, though, that after the Prince had kindly consented to take part in a trial trip, something 
should go suddenly wrong with the works. Dad explained afterwards that the hydraulic lever, acting obliquely upon the starboard piston, had congealed the 
necessary supply of oxygen; but H.R.H. hardly seemed satisfied, and s:rcastically recommended Papa to turn his allention to infernal machines.” —'Tootsie. 


ENJOYMENT. MIND. ONLY ONE. 


“JEREMY DIDDLER.” 


—_—S— 


One bright, sunshiny day, in the autumn of 1839, the 
smartest stage-coach on the road deposited at the door of 
the best inn in Monmouthshire, a fashionably-dressed 
gentleman, his valise, umbrella, and walking-stick. 

He asked to be conducted to the best room and provided 
at dinner with the best that the house could produce. Here 
was something like a traveller. The landlord fussed about, 
the landlady gave her advice, the cook was entreated to do 
ae her utmost, and the waiter threw heart and soul into the 
laying of the tablecloth. 

The distinguished guest gave his name as Fenton, and 
said that he expected letters. Then, when it was ready, he 
ate his dinner and drank the best wine there was in the 
cellar, For overa week Mr. Fenton lived at the hotel. No 
letters came for him, but his table was daily crowded with 
luxuries, and the best bin in the cellar suffered seriously. 

At the end of that period Mr. Fenton fell ill and lost his 
appetite. Nothing could then be kinder than the behaviour 
of the host, hostess, and household, and they also called in 
the first medical advice procurable. The exact nature of 


- ae the complaint from which he suffered is not stated, but it 

Our friend Blogging has been told by his doctor that he must take lasted a fortnight, and the physic and attendance came to 

plenty of exercise, and only smoke one pipe a day. Bloggins, who's nine pounas, : 

a bit of an fa Hana has just invented a machine which enables him At length. however, the idea occurred to the guest that an 
iT 


: ‘sith, Pat. J allers do look forward to our Saturday evenings for to carry out t 
of fun, but this blessed day we've had more of atrate than uenal.” well now, 


e doctor's instructions to the letter. He's sure to get airing would do him good, and a day's trip was suggested 

Cy, by coach, to visit the ruins of an ancient castle im the 
a on 
7 re 
ye 9 
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neighbourhood. The idea was generally approved of. He took 
his seat on the coach. The lindlord promised that a nice dinner 
should be awaiting him on his return. The landlady begged him 
to take a neck-scarf with him, as it might be chilly coming home, 
The chambermaids upstairs smiled nnd tuttered their cap ribbons, 

But the coach caine home that night without Mr. Fenton. He 
had, the coachmn said, continued his journey into the lower part 
of Wales. It was very strange behaviour, and the more the land- 
lord thought of it the less he liked it. 

A week passed away and there were no signs of the distinguished 
one, and then the landlord began to grow very wild. At last he 
put an advertisen iu the county paper, giving a full, true, and 
not over flattering account of the transaction, 

The very dav it appeared—Mr. Fenton having then been absent 
® fortnight—the missing gentleman arrived again by the coach, 
and just as if nothing had happened, said he might stay a few days 
longer, ordered a rattling good luncheon and THE BILL! 

Supposing, after all, he should be all right (he looked as big a 
éwell as ever) how about that awful advertisement ? 

“ Newspaper for gentleman in No, 5,” bawled the waiter. 

Merciful lowers, what was to be done? There was only one 
way of escape. They must cut out and destroy the wretched thing, 
i ey that their guest would hear nothing of the matter. 
Whether he did or did not cannot be said, but he remained as 
He had not as yet paid his bill, but he still lived 


affable as ever. 
on the best, and now owed his landlord another five pounds, 

Then suddenly he, his valisc, his umbrella, and walking-stick 
mysteriously disappeared. 

The landlord raved. He sent a friend in every direction to make 
inquiries, and the runaway was at last discovered by one of the 
landlord's friends eating a sumptuous breakfast at a distant hotel 
in Ross. The landlord's agent called hima shabby vagabond, at 
which he was surprised and indignant, and swore that he was 
about to return and pay his bill. 

He did not do so, of course, nor did he pay for his breakfast, but 
once agaiu melted into thin air amiust the curses of his victims, 


THE Kors or Troo Lov. 
Has Hallexandri stil smilin aproch the unbeknownt maidin a 
idjus shreick wrend the are. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—~— 

*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope la rge enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Sorry, J. F. GOODE, we cannot Hind a space for verses sent, 
Much obliged Jor sending cutting. But we'd seen it, A. ¥. DENT. 
Far too long Jor us to answer; Ask your pastor, A, A.C. Not on 
our account, DELUDED; It's an casy thing to see. Thanks for 
offer, but it's hardly Up to our artistic mark, You enclosed no 

amps for postage, will you do so, PHILIP CLARK? Utterly 
distinct, A READER. Try again, then, F. KE. L. ALLY doesn't 
know, SUBANNAH ; How on earth is he tu tell ? 

— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 

3 monthe, 16. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALzizL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOR LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards witl be sent post Sree to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivagques anc Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


__—_. 


NINE OCLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall x nm to meet 
with his er her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay” be fouud upon the Deceascd at the time af the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’s ILALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesiay morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 
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HEARTLESS SIREN. 


Viseount Slisher. Then I may stop and talk as long as I like? 
So awfully good of you! Sha'n’t I bore you? 

Mildred 5 Tartay. Not in the least ; I'm going out. 
[2t's shameful the way she treats the young Viscount, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Indignant Father. 1 really cannot understand how it is that you 
manage to contract your debts. : te 
Spendthrift Son, Contract ‘em, guv'nor ; that's just what I wish 
I could do, but it secms to me I'm enlarging ‘em every day, 
ss 
s 
“L can’t talk to you for a few minutes,” said Mrs. Jawley, as 
she came in, nipped with the bitter east wind. “I'm nearly frozen 
to death.” “Don’t worry, dear,” said Mr. J., “your teeth are fully 
keeping up your reputation for ami ttering. 
s 


a 
MARRIAGE is a fearful disillusionist, and Spooner, who was 
always praising his girl's teeth, says he found this out when the 
dentist sent in a bill fora top and bottom set the week after the 


honeymoon. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 621.—The “Scorcher Cycling” Costume. 


P MUZZUNG 


Big Dog (noticing little dog's \eather muzzle). Hullo, Bermondsey ! 
Little Dog (returning the compliment), Wot cheer, Birmingham ! 


STUNNING, EH? 


“ Haw—a gweat invention! Bai 

SKY-LARKING. | Jove! Think I shall take out 

Anenthusiastic tract distributor a—haw—patent for it, donchere 
giving London a doing. know.” 


AN INSTRUMENT OF 
TORTURE. 
One ot the new girls at the ‘ 
“Friv.” She told Tootsie she Papa rays very wicked words 
dreams of ALLY regularly every ‘bout it, but he’s no soul for 


night. ne music, poor man. 
BL 


(Saturday, March 21, 1896, 


A Boy. By jove! that'saclinking new barmaid they',, 
ae hegre “4 her abel absolutely dazzling. they's 
Second Deah p ny Ah, really ; [ thought I noticed you winki:. 
at her, old chappie. oe 


“I pipy’t know you were of foreign extraction,” said a },.1; 
whose companion had endeavoured by his conversation to con\,; 
that impression. “Well, no, not exactly,” he responded, ¢i,,,, 
directly challenged, “but an aunt of mine an Ttaliay 
warehouseman,” *,° 


Master, Now, Smith, Jun., we nave the diamond, the ruby, th, 
sapphire, the emerald, the garnet and the turquoise ; tell me ¢),. 
name of another important gem? 

Pupil (after a pause). Don't know, sir. 

Master, Tut, tut, what do we get from oysters, now ? 

Pupil (promptly). Diphtheria, sir. 

ss 


s 
THE wife should in her husband place 
Unbounded faith, they say. 
2 But the wife is in a sorry case 
Who, on the Sabbath day, 
Saya, “ Two o'clock for dinner, dear ! 
1 hope you'll punctual be!” 


And. pects to see her lord ay pear 
"Ere the publics close at these! 
es 
s 
Very Tall Undergrad. Yes, I've to be a bit careful, 
had fe guv'nor’s designed me for s Church. zo 
Short Date vad, Has he, though ; I'd have thought you were 


far more fi for the s e. os 


Pion gy to M.P.'s paged dd see your a Lets speai. 

again. He can make a thundering good speech, you know. 

The ieoretar .-He certainly knows how to deliver Pe bit 

pardon me, you know. I make them. That's what I'm paid for. 
ss 


“Poor old Bibbler! I'm rently sorry for him—he's become 
confi dipsomaniac.” “You don’t say so! I always thouzit 
he was a Free Methodist.” os 


Dick. What a curious thing it 1s that an ugly fellow like Pus 
should have such good-looking sisters and brothers. 

Harry. Not at all. Nature must have been precious short «' 
ugly after she'd done with Bob, that she had to star 
the handsome. *.° 


“WELL, Frank, my boy, and how are getting on in your 
profession ?" asked the nealal old uncle of Tis young nephew, wi 
was articled to a firm of solicitors. oy, uncle, thank.” 
was the reply; “I've been so stuffed with law, that it’s all I can 
do to prevent myself cheating ‘somebody.’” ; 


s 
WHILE yet alive was Queen Anne, 
Her en and her bounty 
Were such, that praises of her ran 
Like wildfire ugh each county. 


But, after death, her angel face 
‘as turned by tears to redness, 
To find she'd taken a door-nail’s place 
As—the type of downright ness ! 
ss 


s 
First Clerk. You look tired, old man. 
Sound Clerk. Yes, been up all night. 
serend Cork Cmith ). No, bawl. Kept up b i 
@ yawn). wi. my secon 
younger cutting bis Aves teeth. Bi ed 
s 


s 
s 
The Defendant's Friend (after looking over voluminous papers). 
Upon my word, I can't <i anythin; ce of this case. - 
The Defendant (ditterly). No, and from what I can see nobody 
else will make anything out of it, except the lawyers, 


Boy (doing housework). One hundred, one thousand, ten thov- 
sand, a hundred thousand—er—er—what comes after a hundred 
rath rN ae ditt rience). A husbaw! 

other & ing from bitter e: mec). usbanil, 
my dear, fi is in ths posvenion ofa omen 


“GRECIAN” BENEFITS. 


THE old Grecian Theatre, in the City Road, was a wonderful 
nurrery of talent in the days of Mal Conquest. Harry Moni- 
house, Harry Nicholls, Herbert Campbell and Arthur Williams «rv 
only a few among many irable co s who graduated thier: 
—and the last named gentleman has a rich storehuuse of memorie: 
concerning the Grecian Theatre, or Eagle Tavern. ; 

Nowadays, says Mr. Williams, when an artiste takes a benciit 
during the run of an ent, he usually shares the proceed: 
with the proprietor. When the t popular Gaiety actor w:- 
stock low comedian at the old Grecian, thi were arrange! 
differently, for the man who desired a benefit to pay sou: 
thing like thirty poses for the theatre, and chance what mon:' 
came in beyond that amount. This monetary permet resulted in 
some curious combinations, the leading comedian frequently goin: 
into pertnership with a check-taker, and the leading lady goin: 
halves ina “ben.” with her dresser, And the usual consequen 
was that a benefit generally left the performer's salary mortgaz! 
for some months abeed. . ., 

One gentleman at the Grecian: was announced for a benelit, an‘ 
he asked Mr. Williams to suggest a “bill” for him, Ina juculir 
mood, Arthur suggested the following glut of excitement : 


The Octoroon! 
Jack Robinson's Monkey !! 
Maria Martin!!! 

But this bloodthirsty programme, however, commended itself to 
the patrons of the Eagle, and the house was full. The propriet’’ 
of the theatre was not a man to waste money on extra scentT’. 
especially for a benefit, and shift had to be made with the sm. 
stock on hand, One scene had originally been the first scene 0" 
pantomime. It represented “The Abode of Old Father Tine. 
and was a kind of magician’s chamber. lined with mortars 
batteries, retorts, crucibles, wonderful red bottles, and the u-"" 
paraphernalia of the ordinary alchemist. They used that ha i 
twice in the Octoroon, once in Jack Robinson's Monkey, and it hiv 
finally to do duty as the famous Old Red Barn, in which M:ii' 
Martin was decisively done to death. The lights were turned do“ . 
low eo as to hide the familiar red bottles as much as possible. a" 
the cruel murder was duly accomplished in the energetic Gree!" 
fashion, the grave dug, and the body buried. It was in this s' 
that Maria's father, deeply grieved, and hunting for his mis~"'- 
daughter, picked up a huge property thigh-bone, and exclaimed t 
Mr. Villiams, in the midst of a most affecting situation: | . 

“Dear me! I think the Cordwainers have been holding tht 
beanfeast here!” , 

Afterwards the company adjourned to the Green Gate, opp!" 
to talk over the performance. It was also being debated iu | 
four-ale bar, and Arthur Williams heard one young geutleman ="! 

“Where ‘ave yer bin, Bill?” mat 

“ Bin over to the Bird.” (“The Bird” was the familiar!" 
description of the Eagle.) 

“ Wot did they play?” Rise 

“Oh, the Hocktcroon an’ Jack Robinqson’s Monkey, Thes °™ 
all right, but they made a rare mess 0’ Marier Marting. Vs" ~"” 
the pore creechur wiped out in a barn, in a pallis, and in a Tit ys 
wigwam, but, demmyise, it’s the fust time I ever seed ‘er slorte® 
in a chemist’s shop!” 


Saturday, March 21, 1896.) 


LUMPS OF DELIGHT. 
No. 3. 
*,* For OBVIoUS REASONS ALL NAMES ARE WITHHELD. 


Misa M. N., aged 23, with the figure of a Venus and simply 
eavenly hair, doesn’t mind taking on an old gentleman, as long as 
he promises to be good. The lad, 
me of the provincial pantomimes. Address, by letter only— 
liss M. N., “Rosebud” Villa, Chelsea, 8S.W. Don't call. ALLY 
knows something about her, and says she really is a duckling. 


TOOTSIE ALL AMONG THE DIAMONDS. 
—— 
irls, and a good many fellows, are death on diamonds, 
fy eer helen ng ed the Em of Brasil, is worth 
5,644,800. It was discuvered by a Negro Slave. Whether the 
‘mperor had him impaled, or roasted alive, or boiled in oil to slow 
sad as m1 of parsley 
is not wise ‘ 


Indian Idol. The Kohi- 
noor was shown at 
the '61 Exhibition, but 
~~ generally believed 


thorough knowledge of 
us stones that I 


Mrs, Barry: Mns. Laxorry. 


A very wicked female but 
calling herself a countess, o! from some confiding jewellers 
in Paris a diamond necklace, worth £52,000, in ng notes 
of hand, supposed to be s' by Marie Antoinette. The swindle 
was found out, and the tess flogged and on both 
shoulders, She ran away to London, where she met her death 
trying to escape from a bailiff by climbing out of a second floor 
ree: T wn — — are, bsok 

ere used & rule at theatres—surely long obsolete—that 
an actress dropping, say, a forty pound diamond or a ninepenny 
si toe not stoop to pick up hi papell meeps hath 
ine scene was in q ou ever hear an 80 pl erous 
s What was the life of the wretched hero com to the valuable 
lying there in the centre of the stage, with the eye of every hungry 
Stage carpenter leering at it from round his wing? 
ind _ To talk of diamonds is to think of Mrs. ry. Between the 
time I write this and the time this appears in —sqeee trial may 
ve come on, and won or lost. Meanwhile, Mrs. ry, 
looking as bright and beautiful as ever, and wearing a brave show 


Mrs. 8 anford: Count Marey. 
Miss ELBANOR CALHOUN. Mr, LEONARD borne. 
of precious stones, acts extremely well, and carries her audience 
with her. She is excellently supported by Mr. Leonard Boyne and 
Mr. Herbert Standing, Miss Eleanor Cali.oun, my friend Miss Esmé 
| “ringer and a good company. Go and see Gonsip at the Comedy, 
and gaze in rapture upon the wondrous frocks the ladies wear. 


ly has been recently appearing in © 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND GEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials trom all parts of the World. 


SLOPER’S Plhls 


PRICE 9i¢ PER BOX (so PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box. 
CERTAIN CURE FOR 


A 
LIVER COMPLAINT, INDIGESTION, Ere. 


8 Cross Road, Hawley, near Dartford, 
Aebruary 2st, 1896. 
DEAR SIRS,—Wili you please send me another 
box of @ Pills? J hare had several, and I 


Jind that I cannot dv without them, 1 suffer with 
Liver Complaint very badly, 
Yours reapectfully, THOS. DAVIS, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM. SEND 
9id. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


par agp} to sarge who wish Lag ae] = a 
fe, certain, and speedy remedy for irre. 
rostisns a remedy which 


nd 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


No case hopeless, failure is simply imposaibl 
‘0 case ure is simply impossible, 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell’ 
wi B 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
misery was over within \wonty-domr hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
rot taking pills ond other thi: in vain, 
alf the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and s Sad 
A sworn —— is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inex ve, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 
Full iculars will be gindly, forwarded to 
any 


SSGddCCCSCCGOCGGGGEGGS 


IN, 8.W. 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The 


moat effectual en ecarth. Nothing can reaist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN seut free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


HUMBUGGING A GERMAN. 


Hrs name was Wasserheimer, and he travelled the country re- 
presenting a German boot and shoe firm. We fellows in the 
commerce him. 


yet his 
of suicide, and—there 

It was down at the George and Gridiron, at Bradford, and the 
last two men in the smoking-room were Howker (who 
re ts Slipp and Kussitt, the big marmalade people) an old 

: bred, can’t toddle up 
our of eleven. The alternative 
was to sit u assy’s” opinions on the strained 
relations of this country just now with his d. 

Great Bismarck ! how he did talk ! 

As the clock kept chiming the quarters, the representative of the 
vendors of the finest known substitute for butter found his eyelids 
keep falling ; yet still the German kept on. He point 
after point, till the hands of the clock pointed, the tong one to X11 
e short one to III. It was then that Howker, rig ee 

6 gol 


dressing that useful ears ina loud voice, 
and winking the other eye at him, as much as to indicate that it 
was only bunkum—an excuse to get away from his companion— 
“ Boots, I shall have to catch the 5.45 to York in the morning ; I 


he eaid, 


ignifyin 
retired, and. the smiling Howker unceremoniously followed him. 
Old “ Wassy,” disappointed at being cut short in beso) very middle 


e e e . * ° 
Howker slumbered peacefully. He'd no more intention 
of catching any train than he had of flying. Indeed, as he had 
done all his business in the town and was not due in the next until 
the morrow, it an excellent opportunity for taking a 
delightful twelve or fourteen hours in bed. he was just 
inning to dream of his sweetheart at home, surrounded by blue 
k nome the thrilling song of a thousand canaries, there came a 
eee at his door which would have awakened the dead. What 
might it be? Fire? Murder? Burglars? What? He started up 
in bed in a cold ag ag = ; he struggled to get his eyelids oper. 

Bang, bang, bang, , bang ! 

“W—w—what's up?” he gasped. : 

a you ain'd/” cried a familiar voice. “V'y don'’d you get 
Oop, you lasy fellow ; don’d you know you vill mees your drain? 

Oh, & to Jericho!” yelled Howker ; “I’ve only just gone to 
sleep. Go away!” 

At this the din was redoubled. 

‘ou say—goavay? Nod dill I see you gatch your drain! 
Zat is vyl keeb nvake all dees time, so you not mees dat kervarter 
to seex drain! Com’, get oop,” and the banging started again. 

Howker soon saw that the sooner he got up the sooner the 
rumpus would abate. So, grumbling and growling all the time, he 
got out of bed and opened the door. The German was full of 
explanations. He said he'd heard Howker give the “ Boots” the 
order, but, knowing that hotel servants were sometimes very 
inattentive, he had senolved be sit up himself to call his friend 
rather than see him miss his train. 

“Why, you lager-swilling old idiot!" yelled Howker, “I only 

ve the order to get rid of you last night. It was a ‘catch,’ 
eee I was dead tired. Don’t you know what a bit of spoof is? 

“Of course 1 do,” grinned the German. “I knew all of der 
time dot you vos hombogging me, und—vell, to dell you der troot, 
dot vas v'y I made sure to cal! you oop dees morning | 

And, chuckling like an apopleptic hen, he wad off. 


91 
RAVENSRUE. 


—e— 


Tuuae exe Gil CHAPTER XII. 
‘Md consternation on the morning of the weddin 

day of the Lord Godolphin when it. w: iscove g 
NO bride. There wax ie hen it was discovered there was 
% hurried search, but 
not the slightest 
trace of the Lady 
Edwina could be dis- 
covered. The Lord 
Godolphin arrived on 
the scene while pre- 
parations were being 
made to drag the 
moat for her body, 
and the depth of his 
grief was shown in 
the thorough and 
picturesque way in 
which he cur: 

eomen who had 
joined in the search. 

he Baron Long. 
champ, too, was in a 
Passion. He, too, was 
grieved at the disa 
pearance of his danake 
ter, and the grief was 
deepened Ki the re- 
collection that the 
Lord Godolphin held 
certain 1.0.U.'s of his, 
and seeing that the 
matrimonial engage- 
ment had miscarried, 
he feared that his “ IT think the business is a bite," 
sordsbis, in his 
anger ie occurrence, might be doubly disagreeable. And he was. 

The Lord Godelphin was jealous in the extreme. He did not 
believe that the Lady Edwina was «ead, and he suspected that her 
unwillingness to marry him had induced her father to aid in put- 
ting a deception upon him. 

“Look here, Longchamp,” he said, “I begin to think this busi- 
ness is nothing better than a bite. I'd have you know 1 am no 
ae ee I do not suspect thee of being a fool either,” he added. 

: death, sirrah, what Leo ie said Longchamp, fiercely. 

Oh, scowl me no scowis, 1'li have none of them,” said Godol- 
phin. “We be too old to fight with swords, and black looks break 
oe bene: ; I thiak the business isa bite.” 

“ Aye, a bite. There will be no marriage to-day, and I suspect 
you know best why the bride is absent. You ae got her away 
cleverly, but the scheme is clumsy.” 

“ Clumsy?” . 

“ Aye, clumsy in the extreme. You fuss about in search of her, 
and I don’t doubt but you imagine that I swallow the fuss. It 
good Longchamp, it won't do. I have not got my bride, 
will have my money. You will have to meet these little 
1.0.U.’s at once,” said Godolphin, with a sneer. 

« ds! do you hint that I mean to swindle you?” 

“I will take care that you do not,” said Godolphin ; “and there 
is no need to get into a wax about the matter and bursting your 
corselet. Get the cash ready before the end of the month, or there 
will be trouble for you,” said Godolphin, as he strode angrily away. 

“ Curses on him !—curses on her !—curses on everybody !" mut- 
tered Longchamp, as he gazed after the disappearing peer. “ Where 
am I to get the money?” ° . e ry 

A week later two travel-stained figures might have been seen 
approaching a busy city. The elder of the two seemed like a sturdy 
yeoman, while the aap nd looked a slim and delicate Lor f 

Cs pate ol said the elder, “keep up your heart. We will get rest 
and refreshment here, and you will soon be strong enough to keep 
onward in our search.” 

“ Alack, I fear me my strength will not hold out much bese cote. 

‘Tush, no fear!” saidtheelder. “ At the a ing- 
ing of the aristocracy is all wrong together. been a 
plebeian, you would have borne these troubles better.” 

“ Had I been a plebeian, I would never have encountered them,” 
said the younger, with a sigh. “My father would never have 

me to marry Godolphin.” 

“ But then, too, you would never have seen Ravensrue.” 

“Yes, that animates me. To have seen him is some compensa- 
tion for being an aristocrat. Could I but see him now!” 

“ Hush, someone comes—and a strangely familiar form it is, too. 
Can I believe my eyes? Bless us all! it is—nay, 1 cannot be mis- 
taken—it is Alanwick!"” 

The man paused and stared astonished. “That voice—those 
manly garments—it cannot be—” 

“It is,” said the elder traveller, throwing a pair of strong arma 
around the man’s neck—" it is, there is not a doubt of it—I am 
Mary Ann Stubbs, and thine only!” 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


——¢——___— 
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“FRANCIS DE FRICASSEE SLOPER. 
Bory, 1160, CHOKED WITH COLD TRIPE, 1216. 
From the Painting by Velasquez Gumpot, at the National Gallery. 


93 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—MISS BIRDIE SUTHERLAND. 


(1) Ever seen George Edwardes ina rage? No! Then if you 
ever do, stand clear. A. SLOPE didn’t, and got an awful banging. 
—(2) * You don’t get no sympathy from me, Alexander,” said Mrs. 
§., as she applied a tine piece of steak originally intended for the 
tion. Billy, who was coming to meat tea next day, “ you shouldn't go 
where you was forbid.” ‘But I went in the cause of Literature and 
Art, my love, and expected George to receive me with open hand, not 
a doubled-up one.” The fact is A. SLOPER had been to interview 
Miss Birdie Sutherland, in the course of which said he, “ And is it 
true, Miss Sutherland, that you desire an opportunity of exhibitin 
your talents in ye" “That is so, Mr. SLopER.” “Then 
think I can assist you.” “How?" And the beautiful blue eyes lit 
up with pleasurable anticipation. “Thus: 1 here offer you an engage- 
ment at the Frivolity! You shall have a comedy written for you by 
any author you may name, aud shall play lend in our famous bur- 


AN OPTIMIST. THAT FINISHED 


“Am I still makin’ tne runnin’? 
Rather! I've just taken a bad ‘arf 
thick ‘un, my moke's down with the 
staggers, an’ my donah’s chucked me 
for the cat’s-meat bloke. ‘Ooray! 
Never say die!” 


‘ain not vell. 
Steward (with malicious 
loin of pork for dinner 


BRUTE! 


Wife. Awfully sorry that pudding I made yester- 
day has made you so ill and wretched. j 
usband. It isn't that, dear, that worries me ; 
but I could kick myself for not asking Jones here 
to dine. 
Wife. I thought you detested Jones? 
Tlushand, So 1 do. 


“You're 
Bertie, and 


Yiddish Party. Go avay,I say, go vay; 1 tell you 


to-day. 


YOUNG LOVE'S DREAM 


her again I won't love you.” 


lesques | "——(3) dere Tootsie afterwaras neara of this she was 
furious, and told Lord Bob he would have to buy her a theatre ; to 
which Bob, whose exchequer would not furnish the price of a toy one 
from the Lowther, of course said, “ Certainly, my darling, certainly.”) 
Here a happy idea struck the Eminent. “ Why not star in America? 
—(4) On! Miss Sutherland—Birdie, let us go together, and | will 
he your manager! In that free country I can easily get a divorce! 
Say, Birdie, say! Will you be my wife?” Then a strange thing 
happened. He felt the strong hand of George Edwardes grip him by 
the collar, The reader can guess the rest.—(5) And instead of A. 
SLOPER flying from the Home of Burlesque that night on the wings 
of Love, as he anticipated, he did so in quite another way. Since the 
interview A. SLOPER has been a little uneaxy in mind as well as body. 
Where could he raise £25000? ~=But, there, Miss Sutherland is as 
merciful as she is beautiful, and possibly nothing more may come of it. 


THE BUSINESS. 


unction), Ah, anda delicious 


a naughty, naughty boy, 
if I catch you 3 ing to 


McNAB’S TAILOR HAS A 


(Saturday, March 21, 1896, 


©.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to rece; 
pactegrephe jaa those of ber riends he 


portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIE'S 


FRIENDS 


No, 435.—Miss FLORENCE PERRY. 


“Her grace and beauty hold my heart in thrall.” 
J ¥ —The Dook Snook. 


“ A queen amongst the favoured fair.” —LZord Bob. 


“She scorns my lo et I am still her slave.” 
ee —The Hon, Billy. 


NEW STOCK OF “TRIMMINGS.” 


(1) As the Elder oozed into Wee McBobbin’s the ither afternin, intent upon a new rig-out. he 
took in the whole situation at a glance.——(2) “T 
McNab.” shrieked the wee farden-faced tailor——(3) Then the Elder, in his kindest way, cover’ 
him ower and left him to peaceful repuse. 


he new Paris fashions in kilt will suit ye grand. 


saturday, March 21, 1896.) . ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. : 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
The lawyers must hare ia aby! a pile, In fighting the Petition trial:—At Islington, last week, — recvive ita meed —“ Shure, and it's dhirty spalpeen indade ns boasts Ould Oireland for his birthplace 
you know, They held a pirst-rate Hunter Show :— For some days past, you've doubtless acen, Both and won't kape a light heart in him on the saventeenth. +t. Vathrick wasn gintleman, and the 
crews upon the Thames have been:—All sons of Erin, with one voice, Upon St. Patrick's Day pathron saint of the Imerald Oile, and didn’t he turn the shnakes out of it too, by the powers.” The 
rejoice -—The long estranged Saroyards score A cery big success once more :—The recent mecting above effusion is the work of Mr, McGooseley, in a moment of temporary sobriety. Mac savs he's 
was, they say, A splendid one in ev'ry way :—Brace Ellis Roberts, may your deed, Of true reward an Irishman to the backbone, but he's a bit weak at brogue——THE SLOVPERIAN SILOWMAN, 


THE BACHELOR’S DREAM OF DOMESTIC FELICITY. WASN'T TAKING THE ORDER. A NATIONAL QUESTION. 


Brown, She says her father is the German 
“You seem disturbed, Farmer.” “Disturbed? I[ Consul. 

should think so. See that darned artist? Well Jones, That can't be true. I heard only 

when I brings out the old grey mare, and says I'd yesterday that her mother isa French polisher. 

like her painted piebald, he calls me a bally fool and 

walks off. They are a independent lot.” TOO MUCH FOR POMPEY. 


A-N-OVAL FRIENDSHIP. 


De Bosa, Tell them to send round a dozen of 
Blue Point oysters and a bottle of Guinness’s stout. 
Now what are vou going to ask for? 

: Pompey. Well, masen, | got the dozen of Guinness's 
After the Ball—Scraping an Acquaintance, oysters right ‘nuif, but ‘tis them blue tips as gits me. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_s 


THERE is always a monster programme at the Pavilion, go when 
you will. The Eminent toddled in there the other evening, and 
after clasping the genial 
Teddy to his bosom, and 
weeping tears of joy 
a-down his (eter ¢ 
shirt-front, was hurriec 
into a front seat and 
supplied withagin sling 
and a big cigar to keep 
him out of the way. 
Then a smile of sweet 
content illumined the 
Agtd's features, and he 
sat him down in peace 
and watched the even- 
ing’s “stars” coming 
out, or rather, on, one 
by om rig his a 
cerning optic promptly 
singled out the daint 
werson of Miss Jessi 

indsay, a young lady 
of sweet eighteen, whose 
charming presence and 
exquisite dancing af- 
forded both the Ancient 
and the audience the 
keenest delight. Miss 
Lindsay, who forms the 
subject of our picture, 
hails, we learn, from 
America, We condole 
with the Yanks, but 
sincerely congratulate London, upon its acquisition, 


= 
A FOREJ‘'N woman applied to the Bow Street magistrate the 
other day tor assistance in finding an acquaintance who had 
mysteriously disappeared. The missing individual's name turned 
out to be Sholoo Umbetiquasaughanghams. We shouldn't wonder 
if the poor man had made away with himself. 


THE very latest wonder is the Cinematographe. It is an invention 
similar in principal to Edison's Kinetoscope, and the intelligent 
galleryite we heard describe it as “a movin’ p! machine” 
was very near the mark, The movement and bustle of a crowd, 
the incoming waves, the moving train, horse, or bicycle, 


the busiest scenes in everyday life can be depicted upon the 
lantern sheet, with absolute exactitude. Marvellous, but true, as 
you will discover upon paying a visit to the Empire, where the 
Cinematographe is proving a huge item of attraction. 


ITALY has indeed fallen o victim to its ambition to pose ns a 
large army necessary to 


Great Power. The maintenance of the 
qualify it for that dignity has 


a@ severe im = upon 
its ——, and that army 
fails lamentably m the first 


serious occasion, when it should 
have been useful. England, with 
its long-continued annexation 
policy, no right to cast a 
stone at the country that would 
fain follow her lead, but it must 

obvious to all that the 
Abyssinian invasion was a most 
unprovoked one, and whilst sym- 

ising with the Italian corps 
upon their terrible disaster, we 
must congratulate the Emperor 
Menelik and his braves upon the 
crushing defeat inflicter ors 
the would-be spoilers of 
country. oe 


THE Tottering Edifice has this 
day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon GEORGE 
HUMPHREYS, because he's a 
capital character vocalist. “Fey- 
ther,” hazarded the Cerulean- 
Orbed, “I'm glad to see you've 
planted a diploma unter rye ee 
‘cos he’d be particular ‘ard to t in his line, I can tell you. I 
could listen to Humphreys all the evening, and never get the 
hump.” And when the Moss-Grown awoke to the conviction that 
his offspring intended this as a joke, he arose in his wrath, and 
loud and ce. were the shrieks that for the next ten minutes 
disturbed the habitual quiet of Battersea, 


SPAIN produced an unusually” prolific crop of chestnuts last 
season, Those who sat out some of the London and provincial 
pantos this year will agree that England also held her own, 


THE cuckoo and the nightin fe have both been heard thus earl 
tn many parts of the comity. Tha entire absence of the oof bird, 
however, in the neighbourhood of Mildew Court is giving both A. 
SLOPER and his creditors much cause for anxiety, ; 
ss 
s 

WE are happy to allay public anxiety by the announcement that 
up to the present. Snatcher has shown no symptoms of rabies, or 
other form of indisposition. His normal appetite is fully maintained, 
and like his illustrious master, his capacity and partiality for 
liquid refreshment remains 


ss 
A GENUINE irish cons that is the best description of Shamus 
O' Brien, the clever tuneful work of Professor Villiers Stanford 
Ben craw ing Gollan ee 
audiences to the yan 
Comique. An Irish 
story, Irish humour 
and trish, ad aoe 
we say, Irishy mus 
Pa pee 
lord is capable 

and serious work we 
all know; that he can 
write such light but 
valuable music comes 


opera. Lovers of 

music, lovers of comic 
" opera, lovers of the 
Kmerald Isle, and its 
heaven-sent wit and 
humour, must see 
Shamus O'Brien. It 
is atreat on noaccount 
to be missed. 


Mr. F. N. Bioom- 
BERG, trading as a 
reet, Hackney, has just had, th Wee waren” 

St Hac e leper Warrant” 

pod tl upon him, He. has been appointed Zyutter-case maker 


to A. SLOPER. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF+HOLIDAY. 


THE MUZZLING ORDER. 


Boy (to Park Poli 


collar better'n wot I can, But I can ‘old ‘im, wunst it’s fixed. 


ae 


THE GARDEN OF LOVE. 
From her mother’s home a maiden strayed 
In hood pad of the grumous gloaming ; 
Sauntered by meadow and croft and glade, 

With the joy of a careless roaming. 
Sauntered, till led by the hand of Fate 
To a garden with roses laden, 
And lo! at the gate Mage Merlin sate— 
To whom the innocent maiden : 
“Fresh to my sight is this ogra lb Sab 
dened. 


dened. 
“ As it was in the dawning of worlds,” sighed he, 
“Ts now, and for ever and ever shall be!” 


“ Now, nay, good sir, but vour tones are low!" 
And sage Mage Merlin lifted 

His voice, and answered, “ The flowers that grow 
In this Garden of Love are gifted 

With a dower of pain, from a n of bliss 
That dies ere you've well enjoyed it. 

Pass, an ye will, to my garden, miss— 
But I would ye would e’en avoid it!” 

The maiden gazed at the grave old man: 
Her soul on his words seemed centred : 

Now hot, now chilly, her young blood ran. 
She reddened—she paled—she entered ! 

As it was at the building of worlds—ah, me !l— 

Is now, and for ever and ever shall be! 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WREK ENDINY MARCH 28TH, 1896, 


22nd March, 1846.—John Liston, the comic actor, this day 
died mad at Knightsbridge. 

28rd March, 1849.—Elizabeth Hughes, fortune teller and 
“Familiar with Angels,” died this day. 

24th 1889.—This day, at the Live 1 Assizes, it 
was stated that a servant girl left a child enclosed in a tin box on 
the platform of the London Rou Station, Manchester, having 
previously administered to it a narcotic cordial. The box was 
taken by train to Liverpool, and next day the crying of the child 
led to its discovery, and it was taken to the Workhouse, where, 
however, it died some days afterwards from the combined effects 
of the drug and of the negiect and exposure. His lordship sen- 
tenced the mother to be a months’ hard labour only, believing 
that she had acted entirely under the influence of her lover. With 
regard to the latter, his lordship strongly condemned his heartless 
conduct, observing that he had first betrayed a respectable young 
woman, then taken her away and dese her, and finally tempted 
her into crime. The sentence upon him would be that of five 
years’ penal servitude. 

25th March, 1687.—Evelyn speaks this day of a man 
seekin; arreg teal | from bailiffs in St. Martin's Church, a drawn 
sword in his hand, 


26th March, 1609.—A whale was this day caught in the 
Thames, 66 feet long. 
27th March, 1681.—Under this date is recorded: “An 


‘ extraordinary sharp and cold spring, not yet a leaf on the trees, 


frost and snow lying.” 
28th March, 1845.—Tawell, the profligate Quaker, was 
hanged this day for murder, : Brain <2 i 


Ed 


UP TO DATE, 


Butler (to the family ghost). "Ere, I say, Sir Marmadook, what 
yer givin’ us? 
mily Ghost. Oh, must be with the times, don’t yer know; 
this is my New Photography get up—saucy, ain't it? 


an). Ere y'ar! you can reach that there 


(Saturday, March 21, 1200, 
A. SLOPER ESQUIRE ON ART (ANCIENT), 


“Yes, the collection is pooty, but in bad repair—dem'd bad repair." 
ee 


PERSONAL DIRECTION. 


OLD Bill—but, no, on second thoughts, we will not mentia 

names. An individual we know, whore nasal organ is, to say the 

least of it, not remarkable for its Grecian elegance, rather curt! 

asked his vg of acrusty stone breaker. “ First to the right, av/ 

om ene eft,” was the reply ; “foller yer nose, and yer cau; 
ii 


———S 


TO THE DEATH. 


It was an appalling quarrel. Sacré blew ! and Gott in Himmel! 
The Comte de Bullevard was perfectly furioue. The Baron vo 
Lageraviller foamed with rage. 

‘he Comte had expressed his opinion of the Baron in the wor! 
“Pig!” The Baron had retaliated with “ Dog!” A blow had paste. 
a scuftie ensued, the friends of both parties intervened, and nov 
the demands of honour were to be satisfied. 

Bluod—red, warm blood—alone could wash away the insu! 
M. le Comte positively shrieked for gore. The Baron thirsted fx 
the crimson nuid. 

It must be a duel to the death. The princi the secon: 
eal ben ted had witnessed the outrage, were thoroughly agree’ 
upon this poin 

But the weapons? Here was a difficulty. No one could decid 
who was the challenger. It was doubtful even who was tl 
striker of the first blow. 

The Comte favoured cepa The Baron demanded swords. 

The seconds wrangled among themselves, but neither par 


would give way. What was to be done? It was impossible tht 
the matter could be overlooked, All France would in indig 
nation. Someone must die. 

At last came a suggestion. Le Vicomte de Vermuth had # 
idea. It was to put the combatants into a darkened room, a 
them with daggers, and jae them half an hour to kill each other. 

The seconds approved highly of the scheme. The friends w« 
charmed with its novelty. The host looked doubtful. He thous! 
that the affair would make rather a mess of the carpet, but 1 
matter ; that in the petite salon would soon need renewing. Th! 
a fight note al 

e principals alone seemed to think badly of the suggestion. 
Could it be that the fiery Comte trembled / Was it possible tht 
the gallant Baron could turn pale? 
But there was nothing else to be done. The company ™ 
enchanted at the prospect of the novel duel. The opponents we* 
armed with deadly stilettos from their host's co! in of weal 
and ushered into the petite salon. The lights were extinguis 
the door locked, and the rivals left to fight it out. 

The friends and seconds retired to discuss the probable outco™ 
of the conflict. Betting as to who would prove victorious ru! 
nig. The Marquis Vin Ordinaire made a big book on the evel. 

he half-hour struck ; the allotted time was up. _Excitedly tt 
party made its way to the fatal chamber. They . All se 
still, as still eath, 

Solemnly the key was turned in the lock, the door was throw 
open, and fearful as to what bloody sight might meet the gaze. 
company filed into the apartment. 1 

Parbleu! What was this? M. le Comte, his hair on end. 1°" 
trembling, and skulking in the shelter of a sideboard! The 2 
eating Lan i a similar plight, crouching beneath a sofa ! 


—_—_< 


HEREDITY. 


“No, gen’elmen,” said the boozer, as he lifted his fourteet" Tt 
“ go” unsteadily to his lips, “no, gen’elmen, I’m not a drunkar’ 
far from it ; but my great-grandfather was’ bitten by a mad dug 


and all our family have had a horror of water ever since.” 


Saturday, March 21, 1696.) 
SNATCHER’S PALS. 


slering!- Why. ear Snatcher, he collared 
ry: er, co 
it to lla lm pawnbroker and 
on i¢, and after Be was ordered ont, 
iron, a G 


a bli 
the blind man, “ but ever since I ov, ‘ad this 
bally copper, and this wos allus a good pitch, 


onest chest, in 
to go on the 
last through 


(To be continued.) 
FOOD FIGHTS. 


ig! 
These food- poe} might be better fought, 
If they poor foodless devils sought. 
Let theese ( je warm) 
Display their “ form” 
On what these hogs keep carving ! 


A COUNTRY COUSIN. 

A BRIGHT blue omnibus, starting from the historic “ Angel” at 
linston, was rumbling slowly westward, via Shaftesbury Avenue, 
‘lin it sate @ smart young man-about-town, and a very rustic 
usin, 

Wondrous indeed were many ot the things he had seen and, 
ith to relate, his unworthy relative had been “rubbing it into’ 
m a little. New streets, all lighted by electricity, Road-car 
vers wearing tall hats by the calig gee Ae order, bobbies with 
Ae og for stray dogs——it took a bit of grasping by a pro- 

chappie. 


A great smile of 
enerous countenance, With 
* Very well, thankee, and ‘ow are you?" he 
*s hand and shook it again and again with 


‘trnest, and not merely doing it for outward politeness 
. Did the other panomaers fone! * Well, what do yvw think ? 
— = 


A WAY OUT OF 


IT. 


\ 


takeaks os tn dying fora drink, but 1 make it a rule never 
welve.” ° * i 
the Peacock ‘ e = ee : oF right, my boy, come round 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


Se 


383 OLDHAM KOAD, ROYTON, LANCASHIRE, 
March Oth, 1896. 

DEAR S1R,—Accept my heartiest thanks for the splendid dip- 
loma you sent me. _I received it all safe on Saturday morning, and 
returned the box Saturday afternoon, as uested, I have had 
lots of friends in to see it, and they are quite delighted with it, as I 
myself am also. I did think that you had forgotten me, but I sup- 
pose = nave quite a nuinber from all parts of the world, and 
therefore it must take some tite to oblige all. In return for your 
kindness, I intend orderin 
having the ri ht arm fitted with bottle to lift up to his mouth, the 
left arm fitted with the proverbial gingham, also movable. Mr. 8. 
will chat with me about his paper, and will afterwards give a short 
speech with the nid of his gingham, relating the benefits conferred 
upon man by his pred self. Again thanking you, and assuring 
you of my loyalty, I remain, yours truly, 


PROFEssor VALTO. F.0.8, 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“ GENERAL "}. 
CHAPPTUR 5. 


IpDo not pu tu dwel in detale on the veryus evence wich 
ekurred durin the rest of mi sta at Muther Grubbem's, has she wos 
korld. Has the poit remark, i kood a tail unfold, but bein 
relucktint to arrer up the blud of mi reeders with the meny 
oribul rellyvashuns konectid with the dermestick ickonermy of the 
isstablishmint i wil tuch but litely on the subjeck. Takun has a 
hole i wos not faverbly impresed with the borders, who seamed tu 
me, with wun or 2 icksepshuns. a pore, sily, conseated kru, but mi 
art went out in symperthy with them as i stood watchin with 
bated breth the meny revoltin kullinary preppyrashuns for thair 
meels, if thay kood ony have sean the ushul maner of maikin 
soop they wood have shudered at the naim ever arftur, and has 
for kurries, and ashes, and frickerseas, not tu menshun stoos and 
TE pad eee ‘ave stud rite eile the 

wos in refferunce tu wun of the r that i wunce agane kum 
tu wurds with Muther G. is 

“ Mary,” she sez tu me, lokkin up the beaf in the meet saif, “i 
doant want that joint tuched agane til to-morer nite, but thare’s 
plenty of minsed veel left over wich yu and Henery—meenin 
Adoltus—can have for yoar supper.” 

“Thank you, mem,” i sez, wishin tu put it as dellykately as 
poserbul, “ but minses never did agre with mi konstitooshun.” 

“Wot!” she sez, tlaimin up, “do you meen tu tel me yu woant 
heet it? Whi, thay wos orl delited with it upstares, and Mister 
acy ‘ad tu el cn . x AAP 

Yes, mem,” I sez, tho i telt a hintence pity welin up in my hart 
for Mister Baker. “Yes, mem,” i sez, “ but then ckay didn none 
of them se it maid.” 

“Yu inserlent hussy,” she shrenks, arf chokin with pashun 
ty Yu bad, impurtynint, shaimles crechur, wot do yu meen bi that? 
‘Ow dare yu tork tu me in this wa. Not anuther thing parses yoar 
lipps in this ‘ouse til yu have heetun that minse, and i shal stop 
and se yu do it.” 

“ Then,” i arnsers, mi blud bein up, and knoin that Adolfus wos 
ankshusli awatein the conklushun of the konflickt, “then, mem 
yule have tu wate til yer ‘air terns wite, if it ain't a wigg, as i art 
serspecks, for i wood suner starve furst.” 

“Then du,” she skreems, furiusly, “not a skrap of ennything 
else do you ‘ave.” 

Adolfus glarnsed akrorse at me with a luk of deespare, and the 
giz of his flashin i's muved me tu a supreem effut. 

“Very well,” I sez; “then not bein kut out for the livvin 
skellytun bisnis, i taikes myself orf tumorer,” : 

“ And i shell detane ad boxis,” sez she, 

“In wich kas,” i replys, “i shell summuns you foar them, and 
explane to the kort the exack reesuns wi i objecktid tu the minse, 
and p’raps sum of the borders wil feal inturestid in the diskloshurs, 
perticklery Mister Baker wot ad tu ‘elps.” 

From the oribul luk of maliggnant pashern wich overspreyd her 
countynence, and the tryhump in thei of Adolfus i knu that mi 
shot ‘ad struk ome. 

Foar sum minnits she wos speachles with indignashun, then she 
sez, sternli: “ Very wel, Mary.” she sez, “sinse yu are lorst tu orl 
sence of shaim yu leeves mi servis tumorer. in seccund thorts i 
wil not kondysend to —— with a persun of yoar stamp, but doant 
never expeckt a karryeckter from me.” 

And with that she gose out. slamin the doar arfter er, and Adolfus 
Pprojooses the bred and chease 'e konseals at varius times, with 
wich scanty fair we alays the nawin pangs of ‘unger, 


(Zo be continued next week.) 
a re 


AT A MILITARY BALL, 


As you may have read in one or other of the papers, the troopers 
of the Royal Horse Guards gave an up-to-date military ball the 
other night, to their sweethearts and friends, at the Portman 
Rooms. There was no end of jollity there, fora function of this 
sort is not permitted to regiments of the line ; but nobody extracted 
snore fun out of the kick-up than a certain young gentleman, who, 
though he mixes a good deal with the military of an evening—at 
their chosen taverns in Oxford Street—puts in his six days a week 
behind the ribbon-counter at a famous drapery house in the 


thoroughfare aforesaid. 

For, in a conspicuous position on the breast of his dress-coat, he 
wore a silver medal. Upon it was a weird device, something 
between a cornucopia and a clock-face—or, possibly the two things 
mixed—beneath which, upon a chased scroll was the thrilling 
legend, “ For Valour.” . 

First one trooper noticed it, then another “ pred it off,” and a 
third made bold to ask the wearer how long he'd left the army. 
The girls who had danced with the valorous young ribbon-vendor 
made whispered enquiries of their military cavaliers as to the 
mysterious decoration, and finally the thing me a matter of so 
much curiosity, that a committee of soldier-boys was told otf to 
watch the young man with the decoration into the refreshment- 
room, and there interrogate him upon the point. 

“ Excuse me, mister,” said the spokesman, when at last they got 
the envied fellow fairly in the corner, “but is that some sort o’ 
Victoria Cross you're wearing ; the words is exactly similar?” 

t decoration was awarded me for valour,” replied Alonzo, 
coldly. 

‘“ Where? In the battlefield?” : 

“Well, not exactly,” owned Alonzo, “but in quite as terrible a 
place — in Craypon and Chippertwill’s counting-house. Old 
Craypon, our boss, ye know, is a terrible old bully, but I was the 
one that faced him and threatened to lead a strike unless he agreed 
to the early-closing order on Thursdays, 1 can tell you it took 
some doing——” 

But rvars of unsympathetic laughter and the clanking of retrent- 
ing spurs were all that remained ; the hero of the half-holiday was 


again alone, 
eel 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A MasTER-PEACE of Cunning: Master Peace (Charley), the 
burglar. 

« MAYED in Germany "; An Englishman who stayed there from 
April 30th to June Ist. ; 

* NONSENSE Verses ” may be described, in one word, as absurd- 

1)it(t)ies ! 
(« : tag Drinks”: Distributing a quart of ale into four 
tumblers. ; 

A Duat Pronunciation: British actresses get kudos by losing 
jewels ; French actors by sighting them! 


a figure of SLOPER—just the bust—and_ - 
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BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER?"—ALEC, 


No. 7.—THE WOODPECKER. 
“The Fates may frown upon my Fortune's barque, 
And in the many shoals in Life's sea wreck her ; 
Yet, what care I? the day indeed were dark, 
On which I could not still keep up my Pecker.” 
—A, SLOPER, Puct Laureate, ete. 


Se Enea 


FATE AND THE TRAM. 


about that you don't exactly like when you change your tek. 

This was the case with Polly Saunders, Polly was snub-no 
and plump, and blue-eyed and saucy. Polly worked at a British 
cigar factory. There ehe learnt much that didn’t do her any 
patel harm, Perhaps, however, a little more that most 

sage Sig ged to Joe Higgins. Joe had a good 
© WAR engA oe ins. Joe a 
packer in a warehouse. He was a decidedly good sort of Joe. 

“T like to make him jealous, lacy cee said Polly to Susan Smith, 
who worked beside her. “Fancy his not wanting me to go on as 
an extry lady at the Tufton Park Theayter—it’s only a surburban 
theayter—not like the Frivolity, where all the swells is.” 

Susan thought a bit. “You ought to think yourself lucky, 
Polly, to have anyone to think so much about you.” 

Susan sighed. She wasn't exactly a good-looking specimen of 
the factory girl. She was good-tempered and modest. These are 
virtues that average yous lads don't understand. When a girl's 
good-tempered they like to say that she hasn’t got any bally spirit. 
When she's modest they say that she hasn't got anything in her. 

Polly did become an extra lady. She went on at the Tufton 
Park Theatre in the pantomime. Her dress was intended tuo 
pourtray a Robin, only the illusion was destroyed by her wearing 
so very much less clothing than that red waistcoated bird. 

Joe took to fretting ; then to swearing ; then to drink ; then to 
becoming a tram-car conductor. 

Now he yard that Joe’s tram went to was at the back of the 
Tufton Park Theatre. Now the dressing-rooms of the Tufton 
Park were, some of them, oddly enough, in the basement. 

One night, Joe was on top of the tram, as it turned round from 
the High Street to the tram-yard. A ery of light came up from 
the grating in the pavement at the back of the theatre. Joe could 
see plainly into the room below. f . 

There was Miss Polly, now Flossie Montmorency, in fascinating 
burlesque costume, smoking a cigarette, and chatting aifably with 
a gentleman, or cad, in evening «ress. Re 

“That long swell again,” said Joe. Joe was a sensitive man who 
never mentioned anything toanyone. The only change about him 
was that the next day or two he was perfectly sober. At the same 
time, cheerful and good-tempered. _ Pas 

Glad to see you like this, Joe,” saidthe yard manager. “You'll 
be doing better things.” 

That night, at ten P.M., 
when the lane that led to the 
tram-yard was quite empty, 
‘a very strange 
happened. The report of a 
revolver @ scream in 
the basement dressing-room. 

Someone had shot Polly 
in the thigh through the 
grating, or someone had 
aimed at the long swell and 
the bullet had deflected and 
hit Miss Polly. 

Joe, of course, had nothing 
to do with it. At least, no 
one thought of bringing it 
against him. Polly had not 
seen him for months, and 
didn't know even that he 
was on the tram-line. He 
had never mentioned Polly's 
name to anyone, 8o that al 
weren't inany way connec 

Polly having become a 
limper, had to go back to 
cigars. 


lace as a 


Joe got back his old place as a packer. Gota better place. Got 
oninthe world. Married Susan Smith. He was apparently happ;, 
but always rather extra serious. Never ill-natured. Polly becisnn 


an invalid and went to the workhouse. Was it Joe who did the 
job or not? The other day £200 was sent to Polly in untraceable 
quids, Was it Joe's conscience money? Can't say. 
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No, 421.—Mr. Frep 8, JEXNinGs, F.O8. 

“Our hero was born at Darlington in 1872, and is 
the second son of Mrs. Titman (Jennings), pro- 
 adenteng of the Theatre Royal, Darlington, and 

rother of that well-known and enterprising thea- 
trical caterer, Mr. Tom Jennings. Fred was educated 
for a barrister, but the smell of the footlights was 
too much for our young friend,and by much plotting 
and scheming he tinally made his appearance in 1889 
in Hands Across the Sea. Two years in America 
followed this, after which Mr. J. returned to Eng- 
land, and has since been playing principal parts in 
such pieces ns Romany Itye, Arabian Nights, 
Twelfth aa be ten My Chree, £1000 _ Reward, 


Slamlet, lacbeth, Othello, I r, Virginius, P 

Ganehes, Lady on Lyons, choot or Bondal, Assistant. Wowd you like your teeth scaled, sir’ 

dissenter}, Ring, oy ives, i and Honour, Fallen 

tayion Tot tine Dele eh oe WHO'D HAVE THOUGHT ITP AT THE HUNT STEEPLECHASES 


Zhe Hand of Justice, Chiefly because he's one of the 
coming light comedians he was created F.O.S., and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him, 
February 29h, 1896."—Debrett Improved. 


Bookmaker, Great Scott! Whata turn he gave me. 
Artist. Don't be alarmed ; it’s Sat my lay figure. 
Bookmaker, Lay figure! Good luck; [il take 


4 to 1 bar one. 
“T should think the piece has run me into some- a 
thing! Why. that dress you have on cost me a Cora. Does “Lovely Woman” stay ? 
fearful lump!” Jack. Most of 'em do, I fancy ; you ought to know. 
THE TRUE CAUSE. 1F HE COULD ONLY HAVE CAUGHT HIM. GOOD BiZ.! 
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“And aba we are married, we'll go to Monte 


Carlo, Dick “Ah, I see you haven't forgotten 
your winning ways.” 


“No, sir, the redness of my com- The portrait of fair Lady May 


we ape ct not ovine to alg ane Nene ois baal greta play, 

‘i , Bi t fowl'’s off, but boiled cause y grief, sir—grie e S sue 4 nd displa: such ability, 

1d erage oe ree o eb alg Groaned lnererial ont, cnc oe soled ye any dry fish to-day? on aa anitiey, yy 
Old Gentleman (pathetically). Oh, Christopher ! ared with the vastness of an average CP MAR KAYE: lots. That a duke made an offer next 

What price brandy at this establishment ? human thirst!" Small Boy, Well, gi’e them a drink, day. 
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